reason for my continuing to live is the irresistible impulse
of creating a number of works of art which have then-
vital force in me. I recognize beyond all doubt that this
act of creating and completing alone satisfies me and fills
me with a desire of life, which otherwise I should not
understand. I can., on the other hand, do quite well with-
out any chance of a performance. I see clearly that before
the completion of Tristan my amnesty would absolutely
place me in an awkward position; no expectation, not
even that of producing Lohengrin, could induce me to
leave my present place of abode before I had finished my
work. From this you may guess at other things. Any offer
of a secured and comfortable existence would be of no
value to me if it were coupled with the condition of my
accepting the amnesty, and of doing certain services made
possible thereby. I cannot and shall not accept an appoint-
ment or anything resembling it. What I demand, on the
other hand, is the settlement upon-me of an honourable
and large pension, solely for the purpose of creating my
works of art undisturbed and without regard for external
success.
Lucerne. May 8, 1859.
It is very well to say: " Get Tristan ready, and then
we shall see." But how if I did not get Tristan ready be-
cause I could not get it ready ? I feel as if I should break
down pantingly in sight of the goal. Once at least every
day I look at my book with a right good will, but my head
is waste, my heart empty, and I stare at the mists and the
rain-clouds, which, ever since I have been here, have de-
barred me even from the chance of shaking up my stag-
nant blood by pleasant excursions. People say: " Go to
work, then all will be right." Very well in its way, but I,
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